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Dutchefs of Hamilton. 


MADAM, 


npHE firft Volume of thefe 
Songs having appear’d 
under the Protection of her 
Majefty; where cou’d I hope 
Az to 














DEDICATION. 

to find a proper Patronefs 
for the fecond, but in the 
Dutchefs of Hamilton* 

Tho’ being allow’d the Ho¬ 
nour of ftieltring them under 
your Grace’s Name, is rather 
making a Demand for new Fa¬ 
vours, than gratefully acknow¬ 
ledging numberlefs Obligations 
paft; yet I had no other way 
left, to declare publickly how 
much 1 am, 

MADAM, 

Your Grace’s moft Devoted 

and moft Obliged 

Humble Servant, 

William Thomson. 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 


Cromlet’j- Lilt . : 7 a 


VOL. II. 


Have 


IN C E all thy Vows, falfe Maid, 
Arc blown to Air, 

And my poor Heart betray’d 
To fad Delpair, 

Into Tome Wildcrnefs, 

My Grief I will exprefs. 

And thy Hard-heattednefs, 

O cruel Fair. 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 


Have I not graven our Loves 

On every Tree: 

In yonder fpreading Groves, 

Tho’ falfe thou be: 

Was not a folemn Oath 
Plighted betwixt us both, 

Thou thy Faith, I my Troth, 

Conftant to be£ 

Some gloomy Place I’ll find. 

Some doleful Shade, 

Where neither Sun nor Wind 

E'er Entrance had: 

Into that hollow Cave, 

There will I figh and rave, 

Becaufe thou do ft behave 

So faithlellly. 

Wild Fruit fhall be my Meat, 

I’ll drink the Spring, 

Cold Earth fhall be my Seat: 

For covering 
I’ll have the ftarry Sky 
My Head to canopy. 

Until my Soul on high 

Shall fpread its Win 

















Orpheus Caledonius. 3 

I’ll have no funeral Fire, 

Nor Tears for me: 

No Grave do I delire, 

Nor Obfequies: 

The courteous Red-Breafi he. 

With Leaves will cover me, 

And fing my Elegy, 

With doleful Voice, 

And when a Ghoft I am, 

Til vifit thee : 

O thou deceitful Dame, 

Whofe Cruelty 
Has kill'd the kindeft Heart, 

That e’er felt Cupid's Dart, 7 

And never can defert 

From loving thee. 
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Orpheus Caled o*nius. 


My Deary , if thou die . 

# T * * » » * ' C&irjjtjd 

L OVE never more fhall give me pain, 
My Fancy’s fix’d on thee; 

Nor ever Maid my Heart fhall gain. 

My ‘Peggy, if thou die.. 

Thy Beauties did fuch Pleafure give. 

Thy Love’s fo true to me : 

Without thee I (hall never live, 

' My Deary, if thou die. 

If Fate fhall tear thee from my Breaft, 
How fhall I lonely ftray ? 

In dreary Dreams the Night I’llwafte, 

In Sighs the filent Day. 

I ne’er can fo much Virtue find. 

Nor fuch Perfection fee: 

Then I’ll renounce all Woman-kind, 

My Peggy, after thee. 

No new-blown Beauty fires my Heart 
With Cupid's raving Rage, 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 

But thine which can fuch Sweets impart, 
Muft all the World engage. 

'Twas this, that like the Morning Sun, 
Gave Joy and Life to me; 

And when it’s deftin’d Day is done. 

With Teggy let me die. 

Ye Powers that fmile on virtuous Love, 
And in fuch Pleafure (hare ; 

You who it’s faithful Blames approve. 
With pity view the Fair. 

Reftore my Teggy’s wonted Charms, 
Thofe Charms fo dear to me j 

Oh! never rob them from thefe Arms : 
Pm loft, if Teggy die. 


■TT' 
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O RPHEUS CALEDONIUS. 



III. 

Sae Merry as we have been . 

v *if *Vvj */ f Of . . 

N O W Thoebus advances on high, 

Nae Footfteps of Winter are feen ; 
The Birds carrol fweet in the Sky, 

And Lambkins dance Reels on the Green. 
Thro’ Plantings, by Burnies fae clear, 

We wander for Pleafure and Health, 
Where Buddings and Blofloms appear. 
Giving Profpe&s of Joy and Wealth, 

View ilka gay Scene all around, 

That arc, and that promife to be 3 
Yet in them a’ nathing is found, 

Sae perfed Eliza as thee : 

Thy Een the clear Fountains excel, 

Thy Locks they out-rival the Grove ; 
When Zephyrs thofe pleafingly fwell. 

Ilk Wave makes a Captive to Love. 

The Rofes and Lillies combin’d, 

And Flowers of maift delicate Hue, 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 

By thy Cheek and dear Breads are out-fhin’d, 
Their Tinctures are naithing fae true. 
What can we compare with thy Voice? 

And what with thy Humour fae fweet ? 
Nac Mufic can blefs with fie Joys ; 

Sure Angels are juft fae complete. 

Bair Blofiom of ilka Delight, 

Whofe Beauties ten thoufand out-lhine; 
Thy Sweets fhall be lading and bright. 

Being mixt With fae many divine. 

Ye Powers, who have given fic Charms 
To Eliza , your Image below, 

O fave her frae all human Harms! 

And make her Hours happily flow. 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 



IV. 


The Bonny Earl of Murray. 

Y E Highlands and yc Law lands, 

Oh! where ha’e ye been: 

They ha’e (lain the Earl of Murray , 

And they laid him on the Green. 

Now wae be to thee Huntly , 

And wherefore did ye fae 5 
I bad you bring him wi’ you, 

But forbad you him to flae. | 

' * v : ’ ' ' ‘ V 

He was a braw Gallant, 

And he rid at the Ring ; 

And the bonny Earl of Murray , 

Oh! he might have been a King, j 

He was a braw Gallant, 

And he play’d at the Ba’, 

And the bonny Earl of Murray , 

Was the Flower amang them a’. 

He was a braw Gallant, 

And he play’d at the Glove, 

And 
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io Orpheus Caledonius. 



J'W /'/£v V. hLvyfrZr) 

The Widow. ■; ■ s . ■ 


T H E Widow can bake, and the Widow can 
brew, 

The Widow can fhape, and the Widow can few. 
And mony braw things the Widow can do 5 
Then have at the Widow, my Laddie. 

With Courage attack her, baith early and late. 

To kifs her and clap her ye mauna be blate; 

Speak well, and do better, for that’s the belt Gate 
To win a young Widow, my Laddie. 

The Widow fhe’s youthfu’, and never a Hair 
The war of the Wearing, and has a good Skair 
Of every thing lovely; llic’s witty and fair, 

And has a rich J ointure, my Laddie. 

What cou’d ye wifh better your Pleafure to crown, 
Than a Widow, the bonnieft Toaftin the Town, 
With naithing, but draw in your Stool and fit down } 
And fport with the Widow, my Laddie? 

Then till’er and kill’er with Courtefie dead, 

Tho’ ftark Love and Kindnefs be all ye can plead . 

Be 
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Orpheus Caledonius. ii 

Be heartfome and airy, and hope to fuccecd, 

With a bonny gay Widow, my Laddie. 

Strike Iron while ’tis het, if ye’d have it to wald, 
For Fortune ay favours the a&ive and bauld j 
But ruins the Woer that’s thowlels and cauld. 
Unfit for the Widow, my Laddie. 
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!The Wawking of the Faulds. 


M Y Teggy is a young thing, 

Juft entered in h er Teens, 
Fair as the Day, and fweet as May y 
Fair as the Day, and always gay. 

My Teggy is a young thing, 
And I'm not very auld, 

Yet well I like to meet her at 

The Wawking of the Fauld. 
My Teggy fpeaks fae fweetly. 
Whene’er we meet alane, 

I wifh nac mair, to lay my Ca rc, 

I wifh nac mair, of a’ that’s rare. 

My Teggy fpeaks fae fweetly. 
To a’ the Lave Fm cauld s 
But fhe gars a’ my Spirits glow 
At Wawking of the Fauld. 

My Teggy fmiles fo kindly, 
Whene’er I whifper Love, 

That I look down on a’ the Town, 
That I look down upon a Crown. 


My 
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My Peggy fmiles fac kindly. 

It makes me blyth and bauld, 
And naithing gives me fic Delight, 
As Wawkingof the Fauld. 

My ‘Peggy lings fae faftly. 

When on my Pipe I play; 

By a’ the reft, it is confeft. 

By a* the reft, that fhe lings beft. 

My Peggy lings fae faftly. 

And in her Sangs are tald. 

With Innocence the Wale of Senfc, 
At Wawking of the Fauld. 
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7?>v tfo vii. 

Jocky faid to Jeany. 

J Ocky faid to Jeany , Jeany , wilt thou do’t ? 
Ne’er a fit, quo’ Jeany , for my Tocher- 
good; 

For my Tocher-good, I winna marry thee. 

E’ens ye like, quo’ Jonny y ye may let it be. 

I ha’ Gowd and Gear, I ha’ Land eneugh, 

I ha’ fevcn good Owfen ganging in a Pleugh ; 
Ganging in a Pleugh, and lingking o’er the Lee, 
And gin ye winna take me, I can let ye be. 

I ha’ a good Ha’ Houfe, a Barn, and a Byer, 

A Stack afore the Door, I’ll make a rantin 
Fire; 

I’ll make a rantin Fire, and merry lhall we be; 
And gin ye winna take me, I can let ye be. 


Jeany 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 

Jeany faid to Jocky , gin ye winna tell. 

Ye fhall be the Lad, I’ll be the Lais my fell: 
Ye’re a bonny Lad, and I’m a Laffie free. 

Ye’re welcomer to take me, than to let me be. 
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Dumbarton’* Drums . 


D umbarton's Drums beat bonny — O, 

When they mind me of my dear Jonny — O, 
How happy.am I, 

When my Soldier is by. 

While he kifles and bleflfes his Annie — O! 

Tis a Soldier alone can delight me — O, 

For his graceful Looks do invite me — O: 

While guarded in his Arms, 

I’ll fear no War’s Alarms, 

Neither Danger nor Death fhalle’er fright me—O. 

My Love is a handfome Laddie — O, 

Genteel, but ne’er foppifh nor gaudy — O: 

Tho’ Commifltons are dear, 

Yeti’ll buy him one this Year; 

For he fhall ferve no longer a Cadie — O. 

A Soldier has Honour and Bravery — O, 
Unacquainted with Rogues and their Knavery —O; 
He minds no other thing, 

But the Ladies or the King ; 

For every other Care is but Slavery — O. 


Then 
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Or pheus Caledon ius. 

Then I’ll be the Captain’s Lady — O, 
Farewell all my Friends and my Daddy — O* 
I’ll wait no more at home. 

But I’ll follow with the Drum, 

And whene’er that beats, I’ll be ready — 
'Dumbarton's Drums found bonny — O, 
They are fprightly like my dear Jonny - 
How happy fhall I be, 

When on my Soldier’s Knee, 

And he kiffes and blefles his Annie — 0 • 
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IX. 


Te Gods ! was StrephonV PiElure blejh 

Y E Gods! was Strephon's Picture bleft, 
With the fair Heaven of Chloe' s Breaft ? 
Movefofter, thou fond fluttering Heart, 

Oh gentle throb,-too fierce thou art. ’ 

Tell me, thou brighreft of thy Kind, 

For Strephon was the Blifs defign’d } 

For Strephon s fake, dear charming Maid, 

Didfi thou prefer his wand’ring Shade ? 

And thou bleft Shade, that fweetly art 
Lodg’d fo near my Chloe'% Heart, 

For me the tender Hour improve, 

And foftly tell how dear I love. 

Ungrateful thing! it fcorns to hear 
Its wretched Matter’s ardent Pray’r, 

Ingrofiing all that beauteous Heaven, 

That Chloe , lavifh Maid, has given. 

I cannot blame thee: were I Lord 
Of all the Wealth thofe Breafts afford, 


I’d 
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Or PHEUS CALEDONIUS. 

I’d be a Mifer too, nor give 
An Alms to keep a God alive. 

Oh fmile not thus, my lovely Fair, 

On thefe cold Looks, that lifelefs Air, 
Prize him whole Bofom glows with Fire, 
With eager Love and loft Defire. 

*Tis true, thy Charms, O powerful Maid, 
To Life can bring the filent Shade : 

Thou can’ll furpafs the Painter’s Art’j 
And real Warmth and Flamesimpart. 

But oh! it ne’er can love like me, 

I’ve ever lov’d, and lov’d but thee: 

Then, Charmer, grant my fond Requell, 
Say thou can’ll love, and make me blell. 
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x. 

For our lang biding here. 

W HEN we came to London Town, 

We dream’d of Gowd in Gowpings here, 
And rantinly ran up and down, 

In riling Stocks to buy a Skair: 

We daftly thought to row in Rowth, 

But for our Daffine pay’d right dear •, 

The Lave will fare the war in trouth. 

For our lang biding here. 

But when we fand our Purfes toom, 

And dainty Stocks began to fa’. 

We hang our Lugs, and wi’ a Gloom, 

Girn’d at Stockjobbing ane and a’. 

If we gang near the South-Sea Hot|fe, 

The Whilly-Wha’s will grip ye’r gear, 

Syne a’ the Lave will fare the war. 

For our lang biding here. 

XI, 






































































































































































































































































Orpheus Caledonxus. 
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4 XI 

Leader Haughs <2/7^ Yarrow. 


W HEN Theebus bright, the azure Skies 
With golden Rays enlightneth. 

He makes all Nature’s Beauties rife, 

Herbs, Trees and Flowers he quickneth: 
Amongft all thofe he makes his Choice, 

And with Delight goes thorow. 

With radient Beams and filver Streams, 

Are Leader Haughs and Tar row. 

When Aries the Day and Night, 

In equal length divideth, 

Auld frofty Saturn takes his flight, 

Nae langer he abideth : 

Then Flora Queen, with Mantle green, 

Cafts aff her former Sorrow, 

And vows to dwell with Ceres fell, 

In Leader Haughs and Tar row. t 

*Pan playing on his aiten Reed, 

And Shepherds him attending, 

Do 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 

Do here refort, their Flocks to feed. 

The Hills and Haughs commending * 
.With Cur and Kent upon the Bent, 

Sing to the Sun, Good morrow, 

And fwear nae Fields mair Pleafures yield. 
Than Leader Haughs and Tarrow. 

AnHoufe there Hands on Leader-ti\ de, 
Surmounting my defcriving, 

With Rooms fae rare, and Windows fair. 
Like Dedalus’ contriving: 

Men palling by, do aften cry. 

In footh it hath nae Marrow j 
It Hands as fweet on Leader-tide, 

As Newark does on Tarrow. 

A Mile below wha lifl to ride. 

They’ll hear the Mavis linging* 

Into St. Leonard's Banks fhe’ll bide. 

Sweet birks her Head o’er hinging : 

The Lintwhite loud, and Trogne proud, 
With tuneful Throats and narrow. 

Into St. Leonard's Banks they fing. 

As fweetly as in Tarrow . 

The Lapwing lilteth o’er the Lee, 

With nimble Wing fhe fporteth. 


















Orpheus Caledonius. 
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But vows fhc’ll flee far frae the Tree, 

Where Thilomel reforteth: 

By Break of Day, the Lark can fay. 

I'll bid you a Good-morrow, 

I’ll ftreek my Wing, and mounting fing, 

O'er Leader Haughs and Tarrow. 

Tark , Wantan-waws , and Wooden cleughy 
TheEaft and Weftern Mainfes , 

The Wood of Lauder’s fair eneugh. 

The Corns are good in Blatnfhes ; 

Where Aits are fine, and fald be kind, 

That if ye fearch all thorow 
Mearnsy Buchan , Mar y nane better are 
Than Leader Haughs and Tarrow. 

In Burn Mill-bog and Whitjlade Shaws, 

The fearful Hare fhe haunteth, 
Ur/fj’-haugh and Braidwoodfheil fheknaws. 
And Chapel-wood frequenteth: 

Yet when fhe irks, to Kaidfly Birks 
She rins, and fighs for forrow, 

That fhe fhou’d leave fweet Leader Haughs , 
And cannot win to Tarrow. 


What fweeter Muftck wad ye hear, 
Than Hounds and Beigles crying ? 


The 
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The ftartcd Hare rins hard with fear, 

Upon her Speed relying. 

But yet her Strength, it fails at length, 

Nae Beilding can fhe borrow 

In Sorrel's Field, Cleckman or Hag's-, 

And fighs to be in Tarrow. 

For Rockwood, Ringwood , Spoty> Shag f 
With Sight and Scent purfue her, 

’Till ah ! her Pith begins to flag, 

Nae cunning can refcue her. 

O’er Dub and Dyke, o’er Seugh and Syke, 
She’ll rin the Fields all thorow, 

’Till fail’d fhe fa’s in Leader Haughs , 

And bids farewell to Tarroiv 

Sing Erjlington and Cowdenknows , 

Where Homes had anes commanding; 

And Dry grange with thy milk white Ews, 

’T wixt Tweed and Leader Handing: 

The Bird that flees throw Reedpath Trees, 
And Gledfworth Banks ilk morrow, 

May chant and flng, fweet Leader Haughs * 
And bonny Howms of Tarrow . 

But Minftrel Burn cannot aflltage 
His Grief, while Life endureth. 






























Orpheus Caledonius. 

To fee the Changes of this Age, 

That fleeting Time procureth ; 

For mony a Place (lands in hard Cafe, 
Where blyth Fowk kend nae Sorrow, 
With Homes that dwelt on Leader-tide, 
And Scots that dwelt on Tarrow . 
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77?w'//u XII. 

A Lafs ’with a Lump of Land. 

I’e me a Lafs with a Lump of Land, 

\JJ And we for Life fhall gang thegither, 

Tho* daft or wife. I’ll ne’er demand, 

Or black or fair, it makfna whether. 

I’m aff with Wit, and Beauty will fade, 

And blood alane is na worth a Shilling ; 

But fhe that’s rich, her Market’s made. 

For ilka Charm about her is killing. 

Gi’e me a Lafs with a Lump of Land, 

And in my Bofom I’ll hug my Treafure ; 

Gin I had anes her Gear in my Hand, 

Should Love turn dowf, it will find Pleafure. 

Laugh on wha likes, but there’s my Hand, 

I h a te with Poortith, tho’ bonny, to meddle, 

Unlcfsthey bring Cafh, or a Lump of Land, 

They’fc never get me to dance to their Fiddle. 

There’s meiklegood Love in Bands and Bags, 

And Siller and Gowd’s a fwcet Complexion ; 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 27 

Bat Beauty and Wit, and Virtue in Rags, 

Have tint the Art of gaining Affc&ion : 

Love tips his Arrows with Woods and Parks, 

And Caftles and Riggs, and Muirs and Meadows, 
And naithing can catch our modern Sparks, 

But well-tocher’d Laffes or joynter’d Widows. 
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«’ 7 ?>v XIII. 

One Day I heard Mary fay . 

O N E Day I heard Mary fay, 

How fhall I leave thee ? 

Stay, deareft Adonis , flay, 

Why wilt thou grieve me ? 

Alas! my fond Heart will break, 

If thou fhould leave me : 

I’ll live and die for thy fake 5 
Yet never leave thee. 

Say, lovely Adonis , fay. 

Has Mary deceived thee ? 

Did e’er her young Heart betray 
New Love, that has griev’d thee , 

My conftant Mind ne’er fhall ftray, 

Thou may believe me. 

I’ll love thee, Lad, Night and Day, 

And never leave thee. 

Adonis y my charming Youth, 

What can relieve thee ? 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 

Can Mary thy Anguifh footh ? 

This Breaft fhall receive thee. 

My Paflion can ne’er decay. 

Never deceive thee: 

Delight fhall drive Pain away, 

Pleafure revive thee. 

» 

But leave thee, leave thee, Lad, 

How fhall I leave thee ? 

O ! that Thought makes me fad > 

I’ll never leave thee. 

Where would my Adonis fly ? 

Why does he grieve me ? 

Alas! my poor Heart will die, 

If I fhould leave thee. 
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XIV. 

She ratfe and loot me in. 


T H E Night her filent Sable wore. 
And gloomy were the Skies; 
Of glitt’ring Stars appear’d no more 
Than thofe in Nelly's Eyes. 

When at her Father’s Yate I knock’d, 
Where I had often been, 

She, fhrowded only, with her Smock, 
Arofe and loot me in*. 


Fall lock’d within her clofe Embrace, 
She trembling flood alham’d j 
Her fwelling Breaft and glowing Face, 
And ev’ry Touch enflamed. 

My eager Paffion I obey d, 

Refolv’d the Fort to win j 
And her fond Heart wasfoon betray’d. 
To yield and let me in. 


Then, then, beyond exprelling, 
Tran fporting was the Joy; 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 

I knew no greater Bleffing, 

So bleft a Man was I. 

And (he, all ravilh'd with Delight, 

Bid me oft come again; 

And kindly vow’d, that ev’ry Night, 
She’d rife and let me in. 

But ah ! at laft fhe prov’d with Bairn, 
Andfighing fat and dull. 

And I that was as much concern’d. 
Look’d e’en juft like a Fool. 

Her lovely Eyes with Tears ran o’er. 
Repenting her rafh Sin : 

She figh’d, and curs’d the fatal Hour, 
That e’er fhe loot me in. 

But who cou’d cruelly deceive. 

Or from fuch Beauty part: 

I lov’d her fo, I could not leave 
The Charmer of my Heart} 

But wedded, and conceal’d our Crime: 
Thus all was well again; 

And now fhe thanks the happy Time 
That e’er fhe loot me in. 



XV. 
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W IL L ye go to the Ew-bughts, Marion, 
And wear in the Sheep wi’ me; 

The Sun Ihines fweet, my Marion , 

But nae hafF fae fweet as thee. 

O Marions a bonny Lafs, 

And the blyth blinks in her Eye ; 

And fain wad I marry Marion, 

Gin Marion wad marry me. 


There’s Gowd in your Garters, Marion, 
And Silk on your white Haufs-bane 5 
Fu’ fain wad I kifs my Marion, 

At e’en when I come hame. 

There s braw Lads in Earnflaw, Marion, 
Wha gape, and glowr with their Eye, 
At Kirk when they fee my Marion 5 
But nane of them lo’es like me. 


I’ve nine Milk-Ews, my Marion, 
A Cow and a brawny Quey • 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 



I’ll gi’e them a’ to my Marion , 

Juft on her Bridal Day; 

And ye’s get a green Scy Apron, 

And Waiftcoat of the London brown, 
And wow but ye will bevap’ring. 
Whene’er ye gang to the Town. 


I’m young and flout, my Marion ; 

Nane dances like me on the Green ; 
And gin ye forfake me, Marion , 

I’ll e’en gae draw up wi’ Jean : 
Saeput on your Tear tins , Marion, 

And Kyrtle of the Cramafie j 
And foon as my Chin has nae Hair on, 

I (hall con\e Weft, and fee ye. 
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The Braes a/'Y arrow. 

B USK ye, busk ye, my bonny, bonny Bride, 
Busk ye, busk ye, my winfom Marrow i 
Busk ye, busk ye, my bonny, bonny Bride, 

And let us leave the Braes of Barrow. 

Where got ye that bonny, bonny Bride, 

Where got ye that winfom Marrow ? 

I got her where I durfl not well be feen, 

1 uing the Bilks on the Braes of Barrow. 

Weep not, weep not, my bonny, bonny Bride, 
Weep not, weep not, my winfom Marrow; 

Nor let thy Heart lament to leave 
Puing the Birks on the Braes of Barrow. 

Why does (he weep, thy bonny, bonny Bride? 
Why does (he weep, thy winfom Marrow ? 

And why dare ye nac mairwell befeen, 

Puing the Birks orf the Braes of Barrow ? 

Langmuftflie weep, langmuftfhe, mud file weep, 
'Pang mull file \vcep with Dole and Sorrow, 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 
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And lang muft I nae mair well be feen, 

Puing the Bilks on the Braes of Tarrow. 

Forfhe has tint her Lover, Lover dear, 

Her Lover dear, the Caufe of Sorrow; 

And I have {lain the comelieft Swain, 

That ever pued Bilks on the Braes of Tarrow. 

Why runs thy Stream, O Tarrow , Tarrow , reid ? 
Why on thy Braes heard the Voice of Sorrow? 
And why yon melancholious Weeds, 

Hung on the bonny Bilks of Tarrow ? 

What*s yonder floats on the rueful, rueful Flood ? 
What’s yonder floats ? O Dole and Sorrow, 

O ’tis the comely Swain I flew, 

Upon the doleful Braes of Tarrow. 

Wafh, O wafh his Wounds, his Wounds in Tears, 
His Wounds in Tears of Dole and Sorrow, 

And wrap his Limbs in mourning Weeds, 

And lay him on the Braes of Tarrow. 

Then build, then build, ye Sifters, Sifters fad. 

Ye Sifters fad, his Tomb with Sorrow ; 

And weep around in woful wife, 

His helplefs Fate on the Braes of Tarrow. 

Curfe ye, curfeye, his ufelefs, ufelefs Shield, 

■My Arm that wrought the Deed of Sorrow ; 

F 5 
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g6 Orpheus Caledonius. 

The fatal Spear that pierc’d his Bread, 

His comely Bread on the Braes of Tar row. 
Did I not warn thee not to, not to love, 

And warn from Fight > but to my Sorrow, 

Too rafhly bold, adronger Arm 

Thou met’d, and fell on the Braes of Tar row ? 


Sweet fmells the Birk, green grows, green grows the 


Grafs, 

Yellow on Tarrow's Braes the Gowanj 
Fair hangs the Apple frae the Rock, 

Sweet the Wave of Tarrow dowan. 

Flows Tarrow fweer, as fwcct, as fweet floys 
•As green its Grafs, its Gowan as yellow, 

As fweet fmells on its Braes the Birk, 

The Apple from its Rocks as mellow. 


Tweed 


Fair was thy Love, fair, fair indeed thy Love, 
In flow’ry Bands thou himdid’d fetter; 

Tho’ he was fair, and well-belov d again, 
Than me he never lov’d thee better. 

Busk ye, then busk, my bonny, bonny Bride, 
Busk ye, then busk, my winfom Marrow; 
Busk ye, and lo’c me on the Banks of Tweed, 
And think nae rnair on the Braes of Tar row. 


How can I busk a bonny, bonny Bride > 
How can I busk a winfom Marrow ? 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 

How lo’e him on the Banks of Tweedy 
That flew my Love on the Braes of Tarrow. 
O Tarrow Fields, may never, never Ram, 
No Dew thy tender Bloffoms cover. 

For there was vilely kill d my Love, 

My Love as he had not been a Lover. 


The Boy put on his Robes, his Robes of Green, 

His purple Veft, 'twasmy awn fewing, 

Ah! wretched me, I little, little knew, 

was in thefe to meet his Ruin. c « 

The Boy took out his milk-white, milk-white Stee , 

Unheedful of my Dole and Sorrow ; 

But e’er theToofal of the Night, 

He lay a-Corps on the Braes ol Tarrow. 

Much I rejoic’d that woeful, woeful Day, 

I fun", my Voice the Woods returning , 

But lang e’er Night the Spear was flown, 

That flew my Love, and left me mourning 
What can my barbarous, barbarous Father do, 

But with his cruel Rage purfuc me ? 

Mv Lover’s Blood is on thy Spear j 

How can ? ft thou, barbarous, Man, then woo me, 

My happy Sifters may be, may be proud, 

With cruel and ungentle Scoffing, 

May bid me feek on Tarrow s Braes, 

My Lover nailed m his^Coffin. 







38 Orpheus Caledonius. 

My Brother 'Douglas may upbraid. 

And drive with threatning Words to move me 
My Lover’s Blood is on thy Spear, 

How can’ll thou ever bid me love thee ? 

Yes, yes, prepare the Bed, the Bed of Love, 
With bridal Sheets my Body cover i 
Unbar, ye bridal Maids, the Door, 

Let in the expefted Husband Lover. 

But who the expected Husband, Husband is ? 
His Hands, methink, are bath’d in Slaughteri 
Ah me ! what ghaftly Spc&re’s yon, 

Comes, in his pale Shroud, bleeding after ? 

Pale as he is, here lay him, lay him down, 

O lay his cold Head on my Pillow j 
Take aff, takeaff thefe bridal Weeds, 

And crown my careful Head with yellow. 

Pale tho’ thou art, yet bell, yet bed bclov’d, 

O could my Warmth to Life reftore thee; 

Yet lie all Night between my Breads j 
No louth lay ever there before thee. 

Pale, pale indeed, O lovely, lovely Youth 1 
Forgive, forgive fofoul a Slaughter j 
And lie all Night between my Breads, 

No Youth fhall ever lie there after. 



































Lady Anne BothwelV Lament . 

B Alow, my Boy, lie Bill and deep, 

It grieves me fore to hear thee weep j 
If thou’lt be filent, I’ll be glad, 

Thy Mourning makes my Heart full fad. 
Balow, my Boy, thy Mother’s Joy, 

Thy Father bred me great Annoy. 

Balow, Sec. 

Balow, my Darling, deep a while. 

And when thou wak’ft,then fweetly fmilc j 
But fmile not as thy Father did, 

To cozen Maids, nay God forbid: 

For in thine Eye, his Lopk I fee. 

The tempting Look that ruin’d me. 

Balow , Sec. 

When he began to court my Love, 

And with his fugar’d Words to move 5 



His 
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His tempting Face and flatt’ring Cheat, 

In time to me did not appear; 

But now I fee, that cruel he, 

Cares neither for his Babe nor me. 

Balow , &c. 

Farewell, farewell, thou falfeft Youth, 

That ever kill: a Woman’s Mouth, 

Let never any after me, 

Submit unto thy Courtefy : 

For, if they do, O! cruel thou. 

Wilt her abufe, and care not how. 

Balow , &c. 

I was too cred’lous at the firft, 

To yield thee all a Maiden durft, 

Thou fwore for ever true to prove, 

Thy Faith unchang’d, unchang’d thy Love > 

. But quick as Thought the Change is wrought, 

•Thy Love’s no more, thy Promife nought. 
Balow , &c. 

I wifii I were a Maid again, 

• From young Men’s Flattery I’d refrain 5 
For now unto my Grief I find. 

They are all perjur’d and unkind: 

Bewitching Charms bred all my Harms, 

Witnels my Babe lies in my Arms. 

Balow, &c. 
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42 O RPHEUS CaLEDONIUS. 

I take my Fate from bad to worfe. 

That 1 muft needs be now a Nurfe, 

And lull my young Son on my Lap, 

From me fweet Orphan, take the Pap. 
Balow, my Child, thy Mother mild 
Shall wail as from all Blifs exil’d. 

Balow, &c. 

Balow, my Boy, weep not for me, 

Whole greateft Grief’s for wronging thee; 
Nor pity herdefervcd Smart, 

Who can blame none but her fond Heart: 
For, too foon milling lateft finds. 

With faireft Tongues are falfeft Minds. 
Balow , &c. 

Balow, my Boy, thy Father’s fled. 

When he the thriftlefs Son has play'd. 

Of Vows and Oaths, forgetful he 
Prefer’d the Wars to thee and me. 

But now, perhaps, thy Curfe and mine. 
Make him eat Acorns with the Swine. 
Balow , &c. 

But curfe not him, perhaps now he. 

Stung with Remorlc, is blefling thee: 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 

Perhaps at Death 5 for who can tell, 
Whether the Judge of Heaven or Hell, 
By fome proud Foe has ftruck the Blow, 
And laid the dear Deceiver low ? 

Balow , &c. 

I wifh I were into the Bounds, 

Where he lies fmother’d in his Wounds, 
Repeating, as he pants for Air, 

My Name, whom once he call’d his Fair. 
No Woman’s yet fo fiercely fet, 

But file’ll forgive, tho’ not forget. 

Balow, &c. 

If Linnen lacks, for my Love’s fake. 

Then quickly to him would I make 
My Smock once for his Body meet, 

And wrap him in that Winding-fheet, 

Ah me ! how happy had I been. 

If he had ne’er been wrapt therein! 

Balow , See. 

Balow, my Boy, I’ll weep for thee; 
Toofoon, alake, thou’lt weep for me: 
Thy Griefs are growing to a Sum, 

God grant thee patience when they come 5 


Bom 





44 Orpheus Caledonius. 

Born to fuftain thy Mother’s Shame, 

A haplefs Fate, a Baftard’s Name. 

BaloWy &c. 
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XVIII. 

Ccr/z Ifagg* bonny. 


M Y VW/V is a Lover gay, 

His Mind is never muddy, 

His Breath is fweeter than new Hay, 
His Face is fair and ruddy. 

His Shape is handfome, middle Size > 
He’s ftately in his wawking: 

The fhining of his Een furprife* 

’Tis Heaven to hear him tawking. 


Laft Night I met him on a Bawk, 
Where yellow Corn was growing, 
There mony a kindly Word he fpake. 
That fet my Heart a glowing. 

He kifs’d, and vow’d he wad be mine. 
And loo’d me beft of ony; 

That gars me like to ftng finfyne, 

O Corn Riggs are bonny. 

Let Maidens of a filly Mind, 

Refufe what maift they're wanting, 
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46 Orpheus Caledonius. 

Since we for yielding are defign’d. 

We chaftly fhould be granting : 

Then I’ll comply, and marry Rate, 

And fyne my Cockernony, 

He’s free to touzle air or late. 

Where Corn Riggs are bonny. 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 
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XIX. 

'The auld Goodman . 

„ • r • ‘ • ' * - i >• 

L Ate in an Evening forth I went, 

A little before the Sun gade down. 

And there I chanc’d by Accident, 

To light on a Battle new begun. 

A Man and his Wife was fawn in a Strife, 

I canna well tell ye how it began s 
But ay Ihe wail’d her wretched Life, 

And cry’d ever, alake my auld Goodman. 

He. 

Thy auld Goodman, that thou tells of, 

The Country kens where he was born, 

Was but a filly poor Vagabond, 

And ilka ane leugh him to fcorn : 

For he did fpend, and make an end 
Of Gear, that his Forefathers wan, 

He gart the Poor (land frae the Door, 

Sae tell nae mair of thy auld Goodman. 
















Orpheus Caledonius. 


She. 

My Heart alake, is liken to break. 

When I think on my winfome John, 

His blinkan Eye and Gate fae free. 

Was naithing like thee, thou dofend Drone. 

His rofle Face and flaxen Hair, 

And a Skin as white as ony Swan, 

Was large and tall, and comely withal. 

And thou’lt never be like my auld Goodman. 

He. 

Why doft thou pleen > I thee maintain. 

For Meal and Mawt thou difna want ; 

But thy wild Bees 1 canna pleafe, 

Now when our Gear gins to grow fcant. 

Of Houfhold Stuff thou haft enough. 

Thou wants for neither Pot nor Pan ; 

Of fleklike Ware he left thee bare, 

Sae tell nae mair of thy auld Goodman. 

She. 

Yes I may tell, and fret my fell. 

To think on thefe blyth Days I had. 

When he and I together lay 
In Arms, into a well-made Bed. 

But now I figh, and may be fad, 

Thy Courage iscauld,thy Colour wan, 

Thou falds thy Feet, and fa s afleep, 

And thou It ne’er be like my auld Goodman. 
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Orpheus Caledonius* 

Then coming was the Night fae dark. 
And gane was a' the Light of Day; 

The Carle was fear’d to mifs his Mark, 
And therefore wad nae langer flay : 
Then up he gat, and he ran his way, 

I trow the W ife the Day fhe wan. 

And ay the o’erword of the Fray 
Was ever, A lake my auld Goodman, 
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XX. 

Lochaber . 


F 'A rewell to Lochaber , and farewell my 5 ^#, 
Where heartfome with thee I’ve mony Day 
been ; 

For Lochaber no more, Lochaber no more, 

We’ll may be return to Lochaber no more. 

Thefe Tears that 1 fhed, they are a’ for my Dear, 
And no for the Dangers attending on weir ; 

Tho’ bore on rough Seas to a far bloody Shore, 

Hay be to return to Lochaber no more. 

Tho’ Hurricanes rife, and rife ev’ry Wind, 

They’ll ne’er make a Tempeft like that in my Mind. 
Tho’ loudeft of Thunder on louder Waves roar, 
That’s naithing like leaving my Love on the Shore. 
To leave thee behind me, my Heart is fair pain’d, 
By Eafe that’s inglorious, no Fame can be gain’d: 
And Beauty and Love’s the Reward of the Brave, 
And I muft deferve it before I can crave. 

Then glory, my Jeany , maun plead my Excufe, 
Since Honour commands me, how can I refufe? 

Without 










































Thefe Tears*that I sheet,they are a' for mj 


Thefe Tears that! shed,they are a* for my 


Dear and no for the dangers attending on 


Dear and no for the dangers attending on 


Weir Tho' bore on rough seas to a far bloody 


Weir Tho’bore on rough seas to afar bloody 


shore, m*y be to return to Lochaher no 


shore maybe to return to Lochabrr no 


more . 


more. 



































































































































§ VtyTYV. ^ 


LOCKABEJR 


< ^/#r 2/ Voices 



Farewell to Lochaher and farewell rny 3ea.nyfhe.Te 



heartfome with thee I have 


mony Day 



heartfome with thee I have mony Da^ 



been-For Lochdher no more Lochaher no 


1 :£^fc_ 

. ..~ p " \r T^~ 


i _i 

-1 ;i.1 1 

v ——-e 

\==±= l r =±d 

Md 

LLf—J 

-■-I- 3 l=bz 


for Lochaher no more no 


l/' i hi | L nij i n 1 mil 


more 'Well may be return, to Lochaher no 


( more 


rN M 




more We'll may be return, to Lochaher no 



more. 


r 
































































































































Orpheus Caledonius. 5 1 

Without it I ne’er can have Merit for thee 5 
And without thy Favour, I’d better not be! 

I gae then, my Lafs, to win Honour and Fame, 

And if I ihould luck to come glorioufly hame, 

1*11 bring a Heart to thee with Love running o’er. 
And then I’ll leave thee and Lochaber no more. 































A S Sylvia in a Foreft lay. 

To vent her Woe alone ; 

Her Swain Sylvunder came that Way, 

Ah 1 is my Love {(he laid) to you, 

So worthlels and fo vain ? 

Why is your wonted Fondnefe now 
Converted to Difdain ? 


You vowM the Light fhould Darknels turn, 

_> * ft f _— T A « 

In Shades now may Creation mourn, 
Since you unfaithful prove. 

Was it for this I Credit gave 

But ah! it fecmsthey mod deceive, 

Who mod our Charms adore. 

'TJs plain, your Drift was all Deceit, 

The Practice of Mankind : 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 

Alas! I fee it but too late. 

My Love had made me blind. 

For you, delighted I could die : 

But oh! with Grief I’m fill’d. 

To think that credulous conftantl 
Should by your felf be kill’d. 

This faid-- all breathlefs, fick and pale. 

Her Head upon her Hand, 

She found her vital Spirits fail. 

And Senfes ara hand. 

Sylvander then began to melt: 

But e’er the Word was given, 

The heavy Hand of Death (he felt. 

And figh’d her Soul to Heaven. 










XX1L 

When ahfent from the Nymph I love * 


W Hen abfcnt from the Nymph I love. 
I’d fain fhalee off the Chains I wear % 
But whilft I ftrive thefe to remove, 

More Fetters I’m oblig’d to bear. 

My captiv’d Fancy Day and Night, 

Fairer and fairer reprefents 
Belinda , form’d for dear Delight, 

But cruel Caufe of my Complaints. 

All Day I wander through the Groves, 

And fighing hear from ev’ry Tree 
The happy Birds chirping their Loves; 

Happy, compar’d with lonely me. 

When gentle Sleep with balmy Wings, 

To reft fans ev’ry weary’d Wight, 

A thoufand Fears my Fancy brings. 

That keep me watching all the Night.' 


With 


* 



Sleep flies, while like the Goddefs fair, 
And all the Graces in her Train, 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 55 

With melting Smiles and killing Air 
Appears the Caufc of all my Pain. 

A while my Mind delighted flies. 

O’er all her Sweets with thrilling Joy; 

Whilft want of Worth makes Doubts arife. 

That all my trembling Hopes dettroy. 



I ,;jj 


Thus while my Thoughts are fix’d on her. 

I’m all o’er Tranfport and Defire } 

My Pulfe beats high, my Cheeks appear 
All Rofes, and mine Eyes all Fire. 

When to my felf 1 turn my View, 

My Veins grow chill, my Cheeks look wan: 
Thus whilft my Fears my Pains renew, 

I fcarcely look or move a Man. 












Orpheus Caledonius. 



XXIII. 

For ever-) Fortune , wilt thou prove . 

F OR ever, Fortune, wilt thou prove. 

An unrelenting Foe to Love ? 

And when we meet a mutual Heart, 

Come in between, and bid us part ? 

Bid us figh on from Day to Day, 

And wifh, and wifhthe Soul away ; 

Till Youth and genial Years are flown. 

And all the Life of Life is gone. 

But bufy, bufy ftill art thou, 1 
To bind the lovelefs, joylefs Vowj 
The Heart from Pleafure to delude, 

And join the Gentle to the Rude. 

For once, O Fortune, hear my Prayer, 

And I abfolve thy future Care > 

AH other Bleflings I relign. 

Make but the dear Amanda mine. 
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XXIV - > 

The bonnieft Lafs in a the TVarid. 

■ ■ " j/Ll^ y t'joc i 

L OOK where my dear Hamilli'a fmilcs, 
Hamillia! heavenly Charmer; 

See how with all their Arts and Wiles, 

The Loves and Graces arm her. 

A Blufh dwells glowing on her Cheeks, 

Fair Seats of youthful Pleafures; 

There Love in fmiling Language fpeaks, 

There fpreads his rofy Treafurcs, 

O faired Maid, I own thy Power, 

I gaze, I figh and langiufh. 

Yet ever, ever will adore. 

And triumph in my Anguilh. 

But eafe, O Charmer, eafe my Care, 

And let my Torments move thee ; 

As thou art faired of the Fair, 

So I the deared love thee, ' 


Vol. II. 
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XXV. 

Clout the Caldron . 


H AVE you any Pots or Pans, 
Or any broken Chandlers ? 

I am a Tinkler to my Trade, 

And newly come frae Flanders. 
As leant of Siller as of Grace ; 

Disbanded, we’ve a bad-run ; 
Gar tell the Lady of the Place, 

Pm come to clout her Caldron. 
Fa adrie, didie , didle, Sec. 

Madam, if you have YVark for me, 
Pll do’c to your Contentment, 
And dinna care a lingle Flic 
For any Man’s Refentment : 

For, Lady fair, tho’ I appear. 

To every anea Tinkler $ 

Yet to your fell I’m bauld to tell* 

I am a gentle Jinker. 

Fa adrie, didle 3 didle , Sec, 
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Love Jupiter into a Swan 
Turn’d, for his lovely Ledd, 

He like a Bull o’er Meadows ran, 

To carry aflf Europa. 

Then may not I, as well as he, 

To cheat your Argos blinker, 

And win your Love like mighty Jove , 
Thus hide me in a Tinkler. 

Fa adrie, didle, didle , &c. 

Sir, ye appear a cunning Man, 

But this fine Plot you’ll fail in ; 

For there is neither Pot nor Pan 
Of mine, you’ll drive a Nail in. 
Then bind your Budget on your Back, 
And Nails up in your Apron j 
For I’ve a Tinkler under Tack, 

That’s us’d to clout my Caldron. 

Fa adrie , didle > didle , &c. 













XXVI. 

Willy was a wanton Wag. 



W 1LLT was a wanton Wag, 

The blytheft Lad that e’er I faw, 
At Bridals Hill he bore the Brag, 

And carried ay the Gree awa’: 

His Doublet was of Zetland Shag, 

And wow! but Willy he was braw. 
And at his Shoulder hang a Tag, 

That pleas’d the Lafles belt of a*. 

He was a Man without a Clag, 

His Heart was frank without a Flaw; 
And ay whatever Willy faid, 

It was ftill hadden as a Law. 

His Boots they were made of the Jag, 
When he went to the Weapon-lhaw, 
Upon the green nane durft him brag, 

The feind a ane amang them a'. 

And was not Willy well worth Gowd ? 

He wan the Love of great and fma’; 


For 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 

For after he the Bride had kifs’d, 

He kifs’d the Lafles hale fale a'. 

Sae merrily round the Ring they row’d, 

When be the Hand he led them a’, 

And Smack on Smack on them bellow’d. 

By virtue of a Handing Law. 

And was na Willy a great Lown, 

As Ihyre a Lick as e’er was feen ? 

When he danc’d with the Lafles round. 

The Bridegroom fpeer’d where he had been. 

Quoth Willy y I’ve been at the Ring, 

With bobbing, faith, my Shanks are fair* 

Gacca’ your Bride and Maidens in. 

For Willy he dow do nae mair. 

Then reft ye, Willy , I’ll gae our, 

And for a wee fill up the Ring; 

But, Shame light on his fouple Snout, 

He wanted Willy’s wanton Fling. 

Then ftraight he to the Bride did fare, 

Says, well’s me on your bonny Face, 

With bobbing Willy’s Shanks are fair, 

And I am come to fill his Place. 

Bridegroom, fhe fays, you’ll fpoil the Dance, 

And at the Ring you’ll ay be lag j 

Unlefs like Willy ye advance; 

(01 Willy has a wanton Leg) 

For 



































































1 I 


syyy ^1.3 


\^y \Soyer JLaddie 


' Money to 


;ome-: 


len Ke come s Hame ke'll make me a 


Lad-\ 


,T^Blersin^gai^\vi'jTry~ £> ogerL addie. my doi^gh^ 


ir. 


1 Laddie is handfome and Brave, and can as a Soger and 


Lover b eKave-True to Jus Country; to Love -he is 


fbeady;there‘ s fewto compare vd’ iny S o c,er L addie. 

























































































































































































Orpheus Caledonius. 


6 3 



"Vw yv*4uJi : r/ti 

6 Jno 
ifWsIfui 

M Y Soger Laddie 
Is over the Sea, 

And he will bring Gold 
And Money to me ; 

And when he comes hame, 

He’ll make me a Lady, 

My Blefling gang with 
My Soger Laddie. 

My doughty Laddie 

Is handfome and brave, 

And can as a Soger 

And Lover behave 5 
True to his Country, 

To Love he is fteady, 

There’s few to compare 

With my Soger Laddie. 


XXVII. 

Soper Laddie . 


Shield him, ye Angels, 

Frae Death in Alarms, 














64 Orpheus Caledonius. 

Return him with Lawrels 
To my langing Arms. 

Syne frae all my Care 

Ye’ll pleafar.tly free me. 

When back to my Wifhcs 
My Soger ye gie me. 

O foon may his Honours 
Bloom fair on his Brow, 

As quickly they muft. 

If he get his due : 

For in noble Actions, 

His Courage is ready, 

Which makes me delight 
In my Soger Laddie. 



XXVIH. 
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Orpheus CaledoniUs. 65 



W HAT Numbers fhall the Mufe repeat ? 

What Verfe be found to praife my Annie £ 
On her ten thoufand Graces wait, 

Each Swain admires, and owns fhe’s bonny* 
Since firft fhe trode the happy Plain, 

She fet each youthful Heart on fire } 

Each Nymph does to her Swain complain. 

That Annie kindles new Defire. 

Among the Crowd Amyntor camej 

He look’d, he lov’d, he bow'd to Annie 5 
Hisrifing Sighs exprefshis Flame, 

His Words were few, his Willies many. 

With Smiles the lovely Maid reply d, 

Kind Shepherd, why fhouldl deceive ye ? 

Alas! your Love muft be deny’d, 

Thisdeftin’d Breaft can ne’er relieve ye. 

Young c Datnon came with Cupid's Art, 

His Wiles, his Smiles, his Charms beguiling; 

Yol. II. K fc 
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66 Orpheus Caledonius. 

He ftole away my Virgin Heart; 

Ceafe, poor Amyntor, ceafe bewailing. 
Some brighter Beauty you may find, 

On yonder Plain the Nymphs are many; 
Then chufe fome Heart that’s unconfin’d, 
And leave to Damon his own Annie. 
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XXIX. 

Peer of Leith. ^ 

Y Oung Philander woo’d me lang. 

But I was pcevifh, and forbad him, 

I wadna tent his loving Sang, 

But now I wifh, I wifh I had him : 

Ilk Morning when I view my Glafs, 

Then I perceive my Beauty going ; 

And when the Wrinkles feize the Face, 

Then we may bid adieu to wooing. 

My Beauty, anes fo much admir’d, 

I find it fading faft, and flying; 

My Cheeks, which Coral like appear’d, 

Grow pale, the broken Blood decaying: 
Ah! we may fee our felves to be, 

Like Summer Fruit that is unfhafcen f 
When ripe, they foon fall down and die, 

And by Corruption quickly taken. 

Ufe then your Time, ye Virgins fair, 

Employ your Day before ’tis evil > 
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68 Orpheus Caledonius, 

Fifteen is a Seafon rare, 

But five and twenty is the Devil, 

Juft when ripe, confent unto’t, 

Hug nae mair your lanely Pillow : 
JVomcn are like other Fruit, 

They lofe their Relifh when too mellow. 
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B EJfy s Beauties fhinc fac bright, 

Were her many Virtues fewer, 

She wad ever give Delight, 

And in Tranfport make me view her. 
Bonny BeJJy, thee alane 

Love I, naithing elfe about thee; 

With thy Comelincfs I’m tane, 

And langer cannot live without thee. 

Befffs Bofom’s faft and warm. 
Milk-white Fingers Bill employ’d; 

He who takes her to his Arm, 

Of her Sweets can ne’er be cloy’d. 

M y dear Beffy , when the Rofes 

Leave thy Cheek, as thou grows aulder, 
Virtue, which thy Mind difclofes, 

Will keep Love frae growing caulder. 

BeJJy's Tocher is but fcanty, 

Yet her Face and Soul difcovers 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 


Thefe inchanting Sweets in plenty, 

Muft inticc a thoufand Lovers. 

It’s not Money, but a Woman 
Of a Temper kind and eafy, 

That gives Happinefs uncommon, 

Petted things can nought but tecz ye. 



XXXI- 






























































t?o the Tune yyf Fancy on her 



Bright Cynthia's ^o-w't divinelygreat,what 



y j heart is not obeying ; A. thoirfand Cu-.pids onher 

1 r= 



1 wait, and in. her Eyes are jd laying 



(hueen of Love to reign-forfhe alone difpence-- 

fo nf i I r 7[ fte^e 



^ 4 




-s 

ftrch 

fvee 

ts as 1 

jeft can entertain, the Gnft ot 




all the senfes . 













































































































































































































■&mtsmse 
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XXXI. 

Bright CynthiaV Bower. 

B Right Cynthia’s Power divinely great. 
What Heart is not obeying ? 

A thoufand Cupids on her wait. 

And in her Eyes are playing. 

She feems the Queen of Love to reign 
For fhe alone difpenfes 
Such Sweets, as belt can entertain 
The Guft of all the Senfes. 

Hck Face a charming Profpea brings, 

Her Breath gives balmy Bliffes; 

I hear an Angel when (he ftngs, 

And taftc of Heaven in Rifles. 

Four Senfes thus fhe feafts with Joy, 

From Nature’s richeft Treafure : 

Let me the other Senfe employ, 

And I fhall die with pleafure. 
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XXXII. 
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ty xxxil. 

‘This is no mine ain Houfe, 

T HI S is not mine ain Houfe, 

I ken by the Rigging o’t } 

Since with my Love I’ve changed Vows, 

I dinna like the Bigging o’t. 

For now that I'm young Robie 's Bride, 
AndMiftrefs ofhis Fire-ftde, 

Mine ain Houfe I’ll like to guide, 

And pleafe me with the Trigging on’t. 


Then farewell to my Father’s Houfe, 

I gang where Love invites me } 

The ft tided Duty this allows, 

When Love with Honour meets me* 
When Hymen moulds us into ane, 

My Robie’s nearer than my Kin, 

And to refufe him were a Sin, 

Sae lang’s he kindly treats me. 


When I'm in mine ain Houfe, 
True Love (hall be at hand ay„ 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 

To make me ftill a prudent Spoufe, 

And let my Man command fay j 
Avoiding ilka Caufe of Strife, 

The common Pelt of married Life, 

That makes ane wearied of his Wife 3 
And breaks the kindly Band ay. 
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XXX ill. 

Why hangs that Cloud. 


W H Y hangs that Cloud upon thy Brow ? 

That beauteous Heav’n e’er while ferene ? 
Whence do thefe Storms and Tempefls flow. 

Or what this Guft of Paffion mean ? 

And rnufl then Mankind lofe that Light, 

Which in thine Eyes was wont to fhine. 

And lie obfeur’d in endlefsNight, 

For each poor filly Speech of mine ? 


Dear Child, how can I wrong thy Name, 
Since’tisacknowledg’d at all hands, 

That could ill Tongues abufe thy Fame, 
Thy Beauty can make large Amends: 
Orifldurft profanely try, 

Thy Beauty’s powerful Charms t’upbraid. 
Thy Virtue well might give the Lye, 

Nor call thy Beauty to its Aid. 


For Venus every Heart t’enfnare. 

With all her Charms has deckt thy Faces 
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And ¥ alias with unufual Care, 

Bids Wifdom heighten every Grace. 
Who can the double Pain endure ? 

Or who muft not rclign the Field 
To thee, celeftial Maid, fecure 
With Cupid's Bow and ¥ alias' Shield ? 

If then to thee fuch Power is given, 
Let not a Wretch in Torment live. 
But fmile, and learn to copy Heaven, 
Since we muft fin e’er it forgive. 

Yet pitying Heaven not only does 
Forgive th' OiFender and th’ Offence, 
But even itfelf appeas’d beftows, 

As the Reward of Penitence. 
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XXXIV, 

Patie and Peggy. 


P A T I E. 

B Y the delicious Warmnefsof thy Mouth, 

And rowing Eye, which fmiling tells the 
Truth, 

I guefs, my Lallie, that as well as I, 

You’re piadc for Love, and why fhould ye deny ? 


Peggy. 

But ken ye, Lad, gin we confefs o’er foon. 

Ye think us cheap, and fyne the Wooing’s done; 
The Maiden that o’er quickly tines her Pow’r, 
Like unripe fruit, will tafte btit hard and four. 


Patie, 

But when they hing o’er lang upon the Tree, 
Their Swectnefs they may tine, and fac may ye; 
Bed-cheeked you complcatly ripe appear, 

And 1 have thol’d and woo’d a lang half Year, 

Peggy. 

Then dinna pu' me , gently thus I fa* 

Into my Tatie’s Arms for good and a’; 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 77 

But flint your Wifhes to this frank Embrace, 

A«d mint nae farther till we’ve got the Grace, 

P at 1E, 

O charming Armsfu ! hence, ye Cares, away, 
pll kifs my Trcafure a’ the live-lang Day : 

A’ Night 1*11 dream my Rifles o’er again, 

«Xill that Day come that ye’ll be a’ my ain. 
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XXXV. 

*The bonny L,afs of Brankfome. 

A S I came in by Tiviot-Jide , 

And by the Braes of Brankfome y 
There firft I faw my bonny Bride, 

Young, fmiling, fweet and handfome: 
Her Skin was fafter than the Down, 

And white as Alabafter ; 

Her Hair a fhining wavy brown ; 

In ftraightnefs nane furpafther. 

Life glow’d upon her Lip and Cheek, 

Her clear Een were furprifing. 

And beautifully turn’d her Neck, 

Her little Breads juft rifing : 

Nae ftlken Hofe, with Goofhets fine. 

Or Shoon with glancing Laces, 

On her fair Leg, forbad to fhine. 

Well ftiapen native Graces. 


Ae little Coat, and Bodice white. 
Was fum of a’ her Claithing ; 
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Even thefe o’er mickle; --mair Delyte 

She’d given cled wi’ naithing. 

She lean’d upon a fknvry Brae, 

By which a Burny trotted : 

On her I glowr’d my Saul away. 

While on her Sweets I doated. 

A thoufand Beauties of Defert, 

Before had fcarce alarm’d me. 

Till this dear Artlefs (truck my Heart, 
And bot designing, charm’d me. 

Hurry’d by Love clofe to my Bread, 

I grafp’d the Fund of Blifles; 

Wha fmil’d, and faid, without a Pried, 
Sir, hope for nought but Kiflcs. 

I had nae Heart to do her Harm, 

And yet I coudna want her; 

What fhe demanded, ilka Charm 
Of her’s pled, I fhould grant her. 

Since Heaven had dealt to me a routh, 
Straight to the Kirk I led her, 

There plighted her my Faith and Trowth, 
And a young Lady made her. 



xxxvi; 
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S Weet Sir, for your Gourtefie, 

When yc come by the Bafs then* 


For the Love ye bear to me. 

Buy me a Keeking-Glafs them 
Keek into the c Draw-well i 
Janet, Janet ; 

And there ye'll fee ye'r bonny fell. 
My Jo Janet. 

Keeking in the Draw-well clear, 
Wat if Hhoud fa’ in. 

Syne a’ my Kin will fay and fwear, 

I drown’d my fell for Sin. 

Had the better be the Brae , 

Janet, Janet 5 

Had the better be the Brae, 

My Jo Janet. 

Good Sir, for your Courtefie; 
Coming through Aberdeen thehj 
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Orpheus Caledonius. 

por the Love ye bear to me. 

Buy me a Pair of Shoon then. 

Clout the auld , the new are dear , 

Janet, Janet, 

Aepair may gain ye haff a Tear , 

My Jo Janet. 


But what if dancing on the Green, 
And skipping like a Mawking, 

If they fhou’d fee my clouted Shoon, 
Of me they will be tauking. 

S Dance ay laigh, and late at E en, 
Janet, Janet, 

Syne d their Fauts will no be feen. 
My Jo Janet. 


Kind Sir, for your Courtefie, 
When ye gac to the Qrofsthen, 
Por the Love ye bear to me, 

Buy me a pacing Horfe then. 
Face upo' your Spinning-wheel, 



Janet, Janet; 

e up o' your Spinning-wheel, 
fy jo Janet. 


My Spinning-wheel is auld and (Utt, 
The Rock o’t winna ftand, Sir, 
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To keep the Temper-pin in tiff, 

Employs aft my Hand, Sir. 

Make the beft o’t that you can , 

Janet, Janet ; 

But like it never wale a Man, 

My Jo Janet. 
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XXXVII. 


0 Mither dear , I gin to fear . 


( 


O Mither dear, I ’gin to fear, 

Tho’ I’m baith good, and bonny, 

I winrta keep ■, for m my Sleep 
I ftart and dream of Johny. 

Wiren Johny then comes down the Glen, 
To woo me, dinna hinder ; 

But with Content gi! your Confcnt j 
For we twa ne’er can finder. 

Better to marry, than mifcarry ; 

For Shame and Skaith’s the Clink o r. 
To thole the Dool, to mount the Stool, 
I downa’ bide to think o’t : 

Sae while tis time, I’ll fhun the Crime, 
That gars poor Epps g'ac whinging. 
With Hainches fow, and Ecn laeblcw. 
To a’the Bcdrals bindging. 

Had Eppy’s Apron bidden down. 

The Kirk had ne’er a kend it > 

M 2 
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But when the Word’s gane thro’ the Town, 
Alake ! how can file mend it r 

Now Tam maun face the Minifter, 

And (he maun mount the Pillar ; 

And that’s the way that they maun gae. 

For poor Folk has na Siller. 

Now ha’d ye’r Tongue, my Daughter young, 
Reply’d the kindly Mither, 

Get Johny’s Hand in haly Band, 

Syne wap ye’r Wealth together. 

I’m o’ the mind, if he be kind, 

Ye’ll do your part difcreetly ; 

And prove a Wife, will gar his Life, 

And Barrel run right fweetly. 



XXXVIII. 





































































Jf* b&b 



fj&3? 1 

E=.j: ' J>| 

LJLfcl 1)1 

^3—r^ v " 

$E==± ... i 
•< hame Ijji 

irn Gray; any 

r-l-lTf 1 

skin it i 

F « f 

s as ! 

safLT.O, as 

A P P A 1 

(p=r=- 

=ET^ ■] 

=f==^ 

W=l 








them that $attin'Weeds do wear, and 

=a-=£T: 




i 




p 


carry their Heads alaft_O . 

^ i' M 


f -t » » i" 


li 


mi 

li 


A 


Mj 
As ill 
Ad 


Tli 


Tc 

Ik 


Tb 

11 


















































































































































































Orpheus Caledonius. 85 



XXXVIII. 

The Country Lafe. 


A Ltho’ I be but a Country Lafs, 

Yet a lofty Mind I bear— O, 

And think my fell as good as thofe. 

That rich Apparel wear — O. 

Altho’ my Gown be hame-fpun Gray, 

My Skin it is as faft — O, 

As them that Satin Weeds do wear. 

And carry their heads alaft — O. 

What tho’ I keep my Father’s Sheep > 

The thing that mull be done — O, 

With Garlands of the fineflt Flowers, 

To Ihademcfrae the Sun O. 

When they are feeding plcafantly. 

Where Grafs and Flowers do fpring — O, 
Then on a Flowry Bank at Noon, 

I fet me down and fing ““ O. 


My 
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My Taijly Piggy, cork’d with Sage, 
Contains my Drink but thin — O : 

No Wines do e’er my Brain enrage, 

Or tempt my Mind to iin — O j 
My Country Curds, and wooden Spoon, 

I think them unco fine — O • 

And on a dowry Bank at Noon, 

I fet me down and dine — O. 

Alt ho’ my Parents cannot raife 
Great Bags of fhining Gold — O, 

Like them whafe Daughters, now*a-days. 
Like Swine are bought and fold -Oj 
Yet my fair Body it fhall keep 
An honeft Heart within— O, 

And for twice fifty thoufand Crowns, 

I value not a Prin — O. 

I ufe nac Gums upon my Hair, 

Nor Chains about my Neck — O, 

Nor fhining Rings upon my Hands, 

My Fingers ftraight to deck— O } 

But for that Lad to me fhall fa’, 

And 1 have Grace to wed — O, 

I’ll keep a Jewel worth them a’, 

I mean my Maidenhead — O. 


Tlio’tf 

My i 
Espcfli 
Dflc 
Iheav 


If canny Fortune give tome, 
The Man I dearly love — O, 


Tho; 



















































Orpheus Caledonius. Sy 

Tho’ we want Gear, I dinna care, 

My Hands I can improve — O ; 

Expe&ing fora Blefling Bill, 

Defcending from above — O, 

Then we’ll embrace and fweetly kifs. 

Repeating Tales of Love — O. 
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Come kifs with me, come clap with me. 


Y Jocky blyth for what thou haftdone. 


iVl There is nae help nor mending; 
For thou has jogg’d me out of Tune, 
For a’ thy fair pretending. 

My Mit’ner fees a Change on me, 

For my Complexion dafnes, 

And this alas! has been with thee, 

Sae late amang the Rallies. 


My Teggy, what I’ve faid 1*11 do, 
To free thee frae her Scouling ; 
Come then, and let us buckle to, 
Nae langer let’s be fooling: 

For her Content I’ll inftanf wed, 
Since thy Complexion dallies; 
'And then we'll try a Feather-bed, 
JTjs fafter than the Rafhes, 
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Peggy. 

Then Jocky fmce thy Love’s fo true. 

Let Mither fcoul, I'm cafy : 

Sae lang’s I live I ne’er (hall rue 
For what I've done to pleafe thee. 

And there’s my hand I’le ne’er complain : 

O! well’s me on the Rafhes 5 
When e’er thou likes I’ll do’t again, 

And a Feg for a’their Clafhes. 


1. 























7?>vv V'O 

Hero and Leander, an Old Ballad. 

Zifivv 

ftdUJsf- 

"T Eander on the Bay 
1 JdlL g j Of Hdlefpont, all naked Hood ; 

'te7 lra P aticnt ofDcla y> 

fu tiy He leap’d into the fatal Flood: 

STSrXhe raging Seas 
tbaj^Lt (Whom none can pleafe) 

4 JSE 2 *S£o ’Gainft him their Malice fhew ; 

(JaiWw^The Heav’ns lour’d, 
uZtol The Rain down pour’d. 

And loud the Winds did blow, 
f*. 

d tU^fd^ Then calling round his Eyes, 

Thus of his Fate he did complain: 

Ye cruel Rocks and Skies ! 

Ye ftormy Winds and angry Main ! 

What’tis to mifs 
The Lover’s Blifs; 

Alas ! -ye do not know ; 

Make me your Wreck, 

As I come back. 

But f pare me —— as I go. 


Ta» 
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L 0 j --yonder (lands the Tow’ll 

Where my beloved Hero lies; 

And this th’ appointed Hour, 

Which fets to watch her longing Eyes; 
To his fond Suit, 

The Gods were mute. 

The Billows anfwer’d-No! 

Up to the Skies 
The Surges rife } 

But funk the Youth as low. 

Meanwhile the wilhing Maid, 

Divided ’twixt her Care andLo\e j 
Now does his Stay upbraid, 

Now dreads he fhou’d the Paflage prove, 

O Fate! *-faid fhe, 

Nor Heav’n, nor thee, 

Our Vows (hall e’er divide : 

I’d leap this Wall, 

Cou’d I but fall. 

By my Le under* & Side. 

At length the riling Sun 

Did to her Sight reveal too late. 

That Hero was undone, 

Not by Leanders Fault, but Fate : 

Said (he, I’ll (hew, 

Tho’ we are two, 

N 2 



. 





















Our Loves were ever one 5 
This Proof I’ll give, 

I will not live. 

Nor fhall he die -r—alone. 

Down from the Wall fhe leapt 
Into the raging Seas (o him, 

Courting each Wave fhe met, 

To teach her wearied Arms to fwim : 
The Sea-Gods wept. 

Nor longer kept 
Her from her Lover's Side > 

When join'd at laft. 

She grafp’d him fad, 

Then ftgh'd, embrac’d, and dy’d. 
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7 7*w'/'^7 

XLI. 

!"Todlen butt , Todlen ben . 


W Hen I’ve a Saxpence under my Thumb, 

Then I get Credit in ilka Town: 

But ay when I’m poor they bid me gang by; 

O! Poverty parts good Company. 

Todlen hame , todlen hame , 

Coudna my Love come todlen hame. 

Fair-fa’ the Good wife, and fend her good Sale, 
She gi’es us white Bannocks to drink her Ale, 

Syne if that her Tippony chance to be fma, 

We’ll tak a good Scour o’t, and ca’t awa\ 

Todlen hame , todlen hame, 

As round as a Neep come todlen hame. 

My Kimmer and I lay down to fleep, 

And twa Pint-ftoups at our Bed’s Feet ; 

And ay when we waken d, we drank them dry . 
What think ye of my wee Kimmer and I ? 

Todlen butt , and todlen ben , 

Sae round as wy Love comes todlen hame* 

Leea 


X 
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Leez me on Liquor, my todlen Dow, 

Ye’re ay fae good humour’d when weeting’yourMoui 
When lober fac four, ye’ll fight with a Flee, 

That ’tis a blyth Sight to the Bairns and me. 

When todlen hame , todlen hame , 

When round as a Neep ye come todlen hame. 
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XLII. 

’The Glancing of her Apron. 

77h*'/n<) 


I N January laft, 

On Munanday at Morn, 

As through the Fields I paft. 

To view the Winter Corn, 

I looked me behind, 

And faw come o’er the Know, 
Ane glancing in her Apron, 
With a bonny brent Brow. 


I faid, good morrow, fair Maid > 
And fhe right courteoufly 
Return’d a Beck, and kindly faid. 
Good T>ay, fioeet Sir , to you. 

I fpear’d, my dear, how far awa 
Do ye intend to gae. 

Quoth Ihe, lmean a Mile or twa, 
Out o’er yon broomy Brae. 


Pair Maid, I’m thankfu to my Fate, 
Jo have fic Company ? 



Mill 1111 
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For I am ganging ftraight that Gate, 

Where ye intend to be. 

When we had gane a Mile or twain, 

I faid to her, my Dow, 

May we not lean us on this Plain, 

And kifs your bonny Mou. 

She. 

Kind Sir, ye are a wi’ miftane 5 
For I am nane of thefe, 

I hope ye fome mair breeding ken, 

Than to ruffle Woman’s Claife : 

For may be I have chofen ane. 

And plighted him my Vow, 

^Vha may do wi’ me what he likes. 

And kifs my bonny Mou. 

He. 

Na, if ye are contratted, 

I hae nae mair to fay: 

Rather than be re jetted, 

I will gie o’er the Play 5 
And chufe anither will refpett 
My Love, and on me rew* 

And let me clafp her round the Neck. 1 
And kifs her bonny Mou. 
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S H E. 

0 Sir; ye arc proud-hearted^ 

And laith to be laid nay, 

Elfe ye wad ne’er a ftarted 
for ought that I did fay * 

For Women in their Modefty 
At firfl: they winna bow 5 
But if we like your Company, 

We’ll prove as kind as yoiu 
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XLIII. 





















98 Orpheus Caledonius. 



77 -hv ilu 


XUII. 


The Birks fi»/' Endermay. 

(JUvlldz 

HE fmiling Mora, the breathing Spring, 



JL Invite the tuneful Birds to ling: 
And while they warble from each Spray, 
Love melts the univerfal Lay. 

Let us, Amanda, timely wife, 

Like them improve the Hour that flies5 
And in foft Raptures wafte the Day, 
Among the Birks of Endermay. 

For foon the Winter of the Year, 

And Age, Life's Winter, will appear : 

At this, thy living Bloom will fade ; 

As that will ftrip the verdant Shade. 

Our Tafte of Pleafure then is o’er; 

The feather'd Songfters love no more: 
And when they droop, and we decay> 
Adieu the Birks of Endermay. 
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XL1V. 

Willie WinkieV Teft ament* 


M Y Daddy left me Gear enough, 

A Couter and an auld Beam-plough, 

A nebbed Staff, a Nutting-tyne, 

A Fifhing-wand with Huik and Line. 

With twa auld Stools and a Dirt-houfe, 

A Jerkinct fcarcc worth a Loufe , 

An auld Part, that wants the Lug, 

A Spurtle and a fowen Mug. 

A Hempen Heckle, and a Me!!, 

A Tart-horn, and a Weather’s Bell, 

A Muck-fork, and an auld Peet-crcel, 

The Spairksof our auid Spinning-wheel, 

A Pair of Branks, yea and a Sadie, 

With our auld brunt and broken Ladle; 

A Whang-bitt and a Sniffle-bit * 

Chear up, my Bairns, and dance a fit. - 

A Plaiting—ftafF, a Timmer Speer, 

An auld Kim and a Hole in it, 

O 2 Yearn. 
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Yearn-winnles, and a Reel, 

A Fetter-lock, a Trump of Steel, 

A YVhifle, and aToup-horn Spoon, 
With an auld Pair of clouted Shoon ; 

A Timmer Spade, and a Gleg Shear, 

A Bonnet for my Bairns to wear. 

A Timmer Tong, a broken Cradle, 

The Pillion of an auld Car-Sadle, 

A Gullie-knife, and a Horfe-wand, 

A Mitten for the Left-hand; 

With an auld broken Pan of Brafs, 

With an auld Sark that wants the arfe $ 

An auld Band, and a Hooding-How, 

I hope (my Bairns) ye’re a’ well now. 

Oft have I born ye on my Back, 

With a’ this Riff-raff in my Pack j 
And it was a’ for want of Gear, 

That gart me deal Mefs John's gray Mare; 
But now, my Baums, what ails ye now. 

For ye ha’e Naigs enough to plough; 

And Hofe and Shoon fit for your Feet, 
Chear up, my Bairns, and dinna greet. 

Then with my fel I did advife. 

My Daddy’s Gear for to comprize j 
Some Neighbours I ca’d in to fee, 

What Gear my Daddy left tp me* 
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I'hey fat three quarters of a Year, 
(Compelling of my Daddy’s Gear; 

And when they had gi’en a’ their Votes, 
'Twas fcarcely a’ worth four Pounds Scots , 
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XLV. 

Etriek Banks. 


N Etriek Banks m a Summer’s Night, 



At gloaming when the Sheep drove h 
I met my Laffy bra’ and tight. 

Came wading barefoot, a’her lane. 

My Heart grew light, I ran, I flang 
My Arms about her lilly Neck, 

And kifs’d and clap’d her there fu' lang, 

My Words they were na’ mony feck. 

I faid, my Laffy, will you go 

To the Highland Hills, the Erfhto learn? 

I’ll beath gi’ thee a Cow and Yew, 

When you come to the Briggof Earn. 

At Leith, auld Meal comes in, (ne’er fafh) 
And Herring at the broomy Law ; 

Chear up your Heart, my bonny Lafs, 
There’s Gear to win we never faw. 

All Day, when we ha’ wrought enough. 
When Winter’s Froft and Snow begin. 


And 













































































































































































































































Orpheus Caledomius, 

And when the Sun goes Weft the Loch, 

At Night when you fa' faft to Ipin j 
I’ll fcrew my Drons, and play a Spring, 

And thus the weary Night we’ll end, 

Till the tender Kids, and Lamb-time bring 
Our pleafant Summer back again. 


(rv\&, Msewyu 
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XLVIi 


Had away from me, Donald. 
t<u jyur 


O Had away* had away, 

Had away frae me, ‘Donald 5 
Your Heart is made o’er large for ane* 
It is not meet for me, Donald : 
Some fickle Miftrefs you may find. 
Will jilt as faft as thee, Donald % 

To ilka Swain file will prove kind, 
And nae lefs kind to thee, Donald. 


But I’ve a Heart that’s naething fuch, 

’Tis fill’d with Honefty, Donald ; 

1*11 ne’er love mony, I’ll love much. 

I’ll hate all Levity* Donald. 

Therefore nae mair, with Art, pretend. 
Your Heart is chain’d to mine, Donald j 
for Words of Falihood I’ll defend, 

A roving Love like thine* Donald * 



f irft when you courted, I muft own* 
I frankly favour’d you, Donalds 
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Apparent Worth and fair Renown, 

Made me believe you true, Donald. 

Ilk Virtue then feem’d to adorn 

The Man efteem'd by me, Donald ; 

But now, the Mask fallen aff, I fcorn 
To ware a Thought on thee, Donald. 

And now, forever, had away, 

Had away from me, Donald j 

Gae feek a Heart that’s like your ain, 

And come nae mair to me, Donald: 

For I’ll referve my fell for ane. 

For ane that’s liker me, Donald j 

Ifficaanelcanna find, 

I’ll ne’er loo Man, nor thee, Donald. 
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XLVII. 

Gilderoy. 


G ilder oy was a bony Boy, 

When he came to the Glen, 

With filken Stockings on his Legs, 

And Rofes in his Shoon : 

He was a comely Sight to fee. 

My Dear, and only Joy; 

But now he hangs high on a Tree, 

My poor, pale Gilderoy. 

Gilderoy was as brave a Man, 

As ever Scotland bred ; 

Defcended from a Highland Clan, 

But a Caper till his Trade. 

Our Fathers and our Mothers baith 
Of us they had great Joy ; 

Expe&ing ftill the Wedding-Day, 

’Tween me and Gilderoy. 

When Gilderoy went to the Glen, 

He always choos’d the Fat 3 

And 
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And in thefe Days there were not ten, 
With him durd bell the Gat: 

For had he been as JValace flout. 

And tall as c Dalmahoy , 

He never mid to get a Clout, 

Frae my Love Gilderoy. 

P" t . t \ l. . ■ 

The Queen of Scots pofTcfTed nought, 

That my Love let me want j 

For Cow and Ew he brought to me, 

And e’en when they were fcant: 

All thefe did honeflly poffefs, 

He never did annoy, 

Who never fail’d to pay their Cefs 
To my Love Gilderoy. 


But ah! they catch’d him on a Hill, 
And baith his Hands they tied } 
Alledging he had done much ill $ 
But Sons of Whores they lyed : 
Three Gallons large of Ufquebaugh, 
We drank to his lad Foy, 

Before he went for Edinburgh y 
My Deareft Gilderoy. 


To Edinburgh I followed fad j 
But long e’er I came there, 

They had him mounted on a Mad, 
And wagging in the Air. 
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His Relicks there were mair edeem’d, 

Than Scanderbeg and Croy s 
' A e’vry Man was happy deem’d, 

That gaz’d on Gilderoy . 

Alas! that e’er fuch Laws were made. 

To hang a Man for Gear 5 
Either for dealing Cow or Sheep, 

Or yet for Horfe or Mare : 

Had not the Laws then been fo drift, 

I had never lod my Joy 5 
But now he lodges with auld Nick , 

That hang’d my Gilderoy . 
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XLVIII. 

John Ochiltree. 


H Oneft Man John Ochiltree., 

Mine ain auld John Ochiltree , 
Wilt thou come o’er the Moor to me, 
And do as thou was wont to do ? 

Alake, alake ! 1 wont to do l 
Ohon , Ohon! I wont to do ! 

Now wont to do's away frae me, 

Frae filly auld John Ochiltree. 

Honeft Man John Ochiltree , 

Mine ain auld John Ochiltree , 
Come anes out o’er the Moor tome, 
And do but what thou dow to do. 

Alake, alake ! 1 dow to do! 

Walaways! I dow to do! 

To whoft and hirple der my Free, 

Is al that I dow do to do. 

Walaways John Ochiltree , 

Por mony a time I tell’d to thee, 
Thou’d tine the fpecd thy fell wad die, 
Poor, filly, auld John Ochiltree. 
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XL1X. 


WillyV Rare and Willy V Fair. 


W ILL T's rare, and Willy’s fair, 
And Willy's wond’rous bony i 
And Willy heght to marry me, 

Gin e'er he marry’d ony. 


Yeftreen I made my Bed fu’ brade. 
The Night I’ll make it narrow j 
For a’ the live*long Winter’s Night, 
I lie twin’d of my Marrow. 


O came you by yon Water-fide, 

Pu’d you the Rofe or Lilly $ 

Or came you by yon Meadow green, 

Or faw you my fweet Willy? 

She fought him Eaft, fhe fought him Weft, 
She fought him brade and narrow > 

Sine in the clifting of a Craig, 

She found him drown’d in Farrow, 
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